
THE SWORD OF PIZARRO 
ADRID is a very modern city. There are, M doubtless, ancient things in it, and certainly 

its palaces, its churches, and its squares are harshly 
called modern by a colonial visitor. But for all that, 
Madrid is, I repeat, a modern city. You feel it so. 
True, you have not to wait long to see an ox-cart pass 
across the Puerto del Sol and block the traffic of 
electric cars and automobiles, and there are folk in 
the Buen Retiro whose souls plainly belong to medizval 
Spain ; but still for all that Madrid is modern. You 
may be very lonely in Madrid, and that is the real hall- 
mark of a modern city. I do not see how anyone could 
feel lonely in Toledo or Cordoba, for their very stones 
cry out, and there are thin ghost voices in the wind, 
and their bridges and walls are haunted. But it is not 
so in Madrid. Therefore shall I go to Madrid again 
for but two things and a third : to visit the Prado once 
more; to feast my eyes on the sword of Pizarro; 
and to leave with speed for Toledo, Cordoba, and the 
warm-scented South. 

Now of the Prado I do not find that I can write. 
It is, of course, one of the great European galleries, and 
I love Spain. Moreover, it is a homely picture-gallery, 
and there are sixty-seven Velasquez pictures admirably 
and chronologically hung in one room. But enough : 
Cook’s Handbook of Spain is written so. And despite 
all its pictures, despite its pleasantness, despite the 
fact that there before its pictures one ought to be able 
to dream, I should continue to write in that style. It 
is, possibly, because painting, of all the arts, suffers 
the most grieviously at the hands of our civilization. 
These pictures were painted for altars, for private 
rooms, for kings’ galleries. They are jewels still, but 
you may run a handful of diamonds through your 
fingers without a trace of the emotion with which you 
wiil view one on a woman’s breast. 
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But in the Royal Armoury, in a wing of the Royal 

Palace, duly ticketed in a case, lies a somewhat thin 
Toledan rapier that I can see in my dreams still, a 
rapier at which I gazed spellbound the first time I 
saw it and upon which I came back again to gloat. 
It is the very blade with which a dauntless Catholic 
cavalier waved on his little company who staggered, 
all but beaten, but first of all men, through the tropic 
forests of South America, and climbed, heavy-armed, 
among those creeper-clad crags of the Andes, their 
spirit of unquenchable adventure to be rewarded at 
last by the sight of the glowing, limitless Pacific lying 
at their feet. 

It is the one sword in all the world to me.' Years 
ago now, a bo somewhere on the back-benches of 
a lower form, f heard first the splendid tale, and to 
this day I can remember how my flesh literally glowed 
at Pizarro's great cry ; " Another werld to conquer ! " 
I saw him then, in a flash of understanding. He is 
standing in the fierce sun, foot on a bit of a crag, 
lancing back at a file of men who are emerging from 

aaunted, shadowy forests on a mountain side, and below 
him, away and away across tangled thickets in which 
emerald and scarlet parrots fly, sparkles that great and 
unsailed sea. This very sword, unsheathed, he holds 
glittering aloft in his right hand. With his left he 
beckons. Aye, he beckons. Always he beckons. He 
beckoned me, did Pizarro, with that eager hand and 
unsullied blade, beckoned me to voyage on the ocean 
of Romance, and to seek out always those other worlds 
that are still for all of us to conquer. 

Grand old Spain !-all her wonder, her chivalry, 
and her daring rise u before our eyes at the sight of 
that sword. 
blooded Protestant historians have done their un- 
English best to cheat us of the memory of Spain, but I 
am grateful to-day that they never completely cheated 
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me. For all that they made it necessary for me to 
visit Spain in order wholly to remember, just as I 
would never have understood how Spain comes not 
to hold in the twentieth the place she held in the 
sixteenth century had I not been there. Somehow, 
however, in this royal annoury, whose every suit 
of mail has clothed the bodies of the heroes of romantic 
history, and especially at sight of this ancient steel, 
an Englishman may again recover his national honour 
and raise his enemies. Those were the days of 

impregnable Ronda; of Don Hernando Perez del 
Pulgar, who nailed the Ave Maria to the door of the 
Mosque of Granada ; of old Don Alonzo de Aguilar, 
who at the last went cheerfully to certain death because 
his king made a mistake ; and of many others who rode 
after Ferdinand and Isabella to the most desperate, 
the most successful, and the last of the Crusades. To  
that adventure came the Lord Scales, Earl of Rivers, 
to represent his remote and savage island, a visitor 
who attracted much the same attention as an Indian 
prince to-day in the armies of King George. That he 
fought well we are not surprised to learn, but that his 
wit and his iety should have won the surprised 

reading. " Why ! " exclaims Fray Antonio Agapida, 
after recording a little speech of his to the fair Queen, 
" 'Twas a speech full of most courtly wit and most 
Christian piety ; and one only marvels that it should 
be made by a native of an island so far distant from 
Castile." 

Great days, indeed, the days in which Gonzalo de 
Aguilar y de Cordoba presented his famous bill to an 
ungrateful parsimonious king, and concluded with a 
fine and dauntless wit : " And one hundred millions 
for the patience with which I have listened to the king 
who demands an account from the man who has 
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presented him with a kingdom ” ; the days of which 
it has to be truly written : 

The North is full of tangled things and texts and 

And dead is all the innocence of anger and surprise, 

And Christian hateth Mary whom God kissed in 

But Don John of Austria is riding to the sea. 

aching eyes 

Galilee- 

Pizarro set out for Peru (not knowin its name or 

England was looking in the glass,” and he went in 
the bravery of silks and steel and gold, with a light in 
his eyes, faith in his heart, and a jest on his lips. He 
was a man inspired. He had two Queens-one in 
heaven and one on earth-and it would be hard to say 
which he loved and reverenced the more. He had two 
Faiths-one in Chivahy(which was Spaio)and the other 
in Christ (which was the Catholic ChurchFand far 
either he was quite prepared to die. But he had but one 
sword which he drew and waved in the sun for the 
honour of the two Queens that beat as one honour 
within him, and which had been tem ered by both 

the knight of Mary and of Isabel, and maybe for that 
reason he is the eternal knight of Romance. 

Ve%ake and Hawkins?-Oh, es, I know, but, bless 

not been said about them is that they honoured their 
enemies. They had not been Englishmen else, and, 
indeed, they were Englishmen. It takes an English- 
man to fight for the praise of a cold, greedy, ugly 
Queen, for a name that has yet to be made (for Spanish 
chivalry was a praise in the earth before men spoke 
of England), and for a faith in which he does not 
believe ; but those English-hardy, swearing, throat- 
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slitting, devil-may-care pirates-followed in the wake 
of Spaniards, and they would not have been English, 
if, as they faced their own incredible dangers, they had 
not raised the men who went before. Drake and 

and Pizarro whither they knew not. Drake and 
Hawkins dared finely that the Queen might see gold 
and jewels of other men's unearthing round her 
withered, scraggy neck when she looked in her glass ; 
those others steered across unknown seas for a wil1-o'- 
the-wisp of gold. Old filibustering Drake sharpened 
his blade on Devon shores to cut the throats of Dons ; 
Pizarro took his from the altar that he might place it, 
point downwards, in some unknown soil (if any there 
were) upon which the shadow of the Cross had not 
yet fallen. 

It fell out then as always-the luck of the game 
rested with the second-comers. Gold rarely clings to 
the fingers that dig it up. Inspired men always fall 
victims to the men of common sense. The children 
of this world are, in their generation, wiser than the 
children of light. Pizarro opened the gates of the 
Pacific and beckoned on the world with a magnificent 
esture ; in the fullness of time, Australian black- 

%irders, Yankee whalers, and English gin-mongers 
thronged in and made their fortunes. Neither Drake 
nor Frobisher nor Magellan made theirs. At least, 
they share that honour with Pizarro. 

Well, well, his countrymen have laid up the famous 
sword in a glass case, velvet-lined. Labelled and 
mentioned in the guide-books, the tourists of an age 
that has little in it of either Drake or Pizarro come 
to stare. But there are plenty of us yet for whom 
that sword still glitters in the sun and still waves on 
to conquests yet unknown. 

You cannot kill Romance, or quench the spirit of 
Adventure, h that lies the saving hope of our grey 

Haw K ins sailed to the Americas ; Columbus, Vespucci, 

589 



Blackf riars 
age. There are still Englishmen who love the one and 
dare the other in our cold, witless way, and there are 
still mediaeval men who will die for the smile of Mary 
and risk all for a hope. They are blood-brethren 
.though they know it not. Such have spent strange 
hidden lives in laboratories in conflict with monsters 
more terrible than those the old cartographers pictured 
on unknown seas ; such have dribbled a football, 
fags in their mouths, over the tops of trenches in 
Flanders ; such you may meet IounGing round 
aerodromes in England, or travelling third class to 
the back of beyond in Rhodesia. Others discover 
nothing, though they wander half across the world, 
except the beauty and the mystery that there is in 
every garden. But they love to search for it, ever 
farther and farther away, and shout on every hill- 
top of the marvellous world beyond. Blood-brothers 
they are, for they all know well enough that no riches 
will remain with them, and that no gold is so valuable 
as its getting. Sometimes they do not know they 
know, and maybe these are they that travel furthest. 
But in the long end they discover the truth, and die 
with a jest on their lips, their eyes eager for the first 
sight of still more remote horizons. One and all the 
glitter of Pizarro’s steel has waved them on ; and of 
all men these are the most like to find it, planted point 
downwards in the Unknown Land, cross-hiked in 
the sun, 

ROBERT KEABLE. 


